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ity. The preoperative transexuals 
are not often available to the 
public's eyes. 

Instead, these people live in a 
twilight world—being neither 
completely male or fully female. 
Such a life is difficult and con¬ 
fusing, but it is a stage that ev¬ 
ery sex change must go through. 

Having one's sex changed is 
not an overnight process. Be¬ 
fore a person is even considered 
for surgery, he/she must have 
gained the experience and con¬ 
fidence of living the role of a fe¬ 
male. Most surgeons require 
that a patient live for at least a 
year as a female, and many have 
lived such a life for many years, 
without anybody knowing their 
true sex. 

During this "trial period," 
most transexuals begin to take 
steps to feminize their bodies to 
fit their mental image of them¬ 
selves. Usually, the first such 
step is taking female hormones. 
Depending on the individual, the 
female hormones have a profound 
effect on a male body. The per¬ 
son's skin becomes much softer, 
and even bad complexions clear 
up.. 

The facial and body hair be¬ 
gins to grow more slowly, while 
the hair on the head often grows 
thicker. The body begins to 
round to feminine contours, the 
hips widening, the breasts grow¬ 
ing. The transexual must take 
these hormones for the rest of 
her life, either Ipy injection or in 
pill form. After bwhile, the body 
has no longer any resemblance 
to a male body, except for one 
detail—the presence of a penis 
and testicles. 

No amounts of female hor¬ 
mones will rid the TS of her 
penis. After some time, the 
penis and balls may begin to 
shrink, due to the hormones, 
but they will never disappear 
Completely, continued on page 35 


Most people know about tran¬ 
sexuals, or "sex changes," as they 
are commonly called. Through 
the newspaper and television me¬ 
dia, the public has become aware 
of people like Christine Jorgen¬ 
son or Jan Morris, who have 
traveled to foreign countries to 
have a surgeon alter their bodies 
from male to female. 


Because of this, the public sees 
the finished product, as it were, 
but few people know or have 
ever seen a preoperative transex¬ 
ual, one who has already started 
on the long road to womanhood, 
but who has not yet taken the 
final step—the surgery that will 
alter the sex organs, and make 
the complete switch to feminin¬ 
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Every night of the year, there 
is a little-known form of enter¬ 
tainment going on in the cities 
and hamlets across the country. 

In cabarets and bars, gorgeous 
creatures perform to crowds as 
varied as the locations themselves. 

The art of female impersonation 
has survived through years of 
good tknes and decades of bad 
times, and has managed to keep 
a degree of excellence as a show 


business medium. Crowds may 
have ranged from the openly hos¬ 
tile to the wildly enthusiastic, 
but the show has nevertheless 
gone on. 

The female impersonator is a 
rare breed of individual. He may 
come from any walk of life, rang¬ 
ing from the affluent family to 
the destitute. He may be young 
or old, masculine or feminine, 
straight or gay. Probably the only 


thing that female mimics have in 
common is their occupation. 

Just as there is no such thing 
as the typical female impersona¬ 
tor, there is no typical drag show. 
Depending on the size of the re¬ 
vue and the budget, you might 
see a solo performer using a mini¬ 
mum of props, or a group of a 
dozen entertainers or more, with 
tons of lavish costumes. 

The act may consist of dance 






routines, mime to records, tor¬ 
rid strips, comedy monologues, 
and fire dances. Anything is pos¬ 
sible, and you can never know 
what to expect. Whatever the 
act, you can be sure that days of 
rehearsals and preparations have 


been made to make the show en¬ 
tertaining. 

There is seldom any formal 
training for the female imperson¬ 
ator. Like a family recipe, the 
tricks and techniques of the bus¬ 
iness are handed down from one 


performer to another, and often 
these secrets are rigidly protected 
by the mimic. He learns by do¬ 
ing, starting with bit parts, watch¬ 
ing, learning, and waiting for a 
chance to break in. 

If a mimic is young, pretty, 










on his natural assets. There is far 
more emphasis on nudity today, 
and therefore the entertainer 
must not only look like a girl 
when dressed, but must look like 
a reasonable facsimile of a female 
when nude. 


has a flair for costumes, and 
knows the dance steps, there's a 
good chance that he will make it. 
If he is really talented and able 
to use his own voice, rather than 
mimicking a record, he may even 
have a chance to come to the at¬ 


tention of the general public, 
most of whom are unaware of 
this entertainment field. 

Today, the audience demands 
more and more of the imperson¬ 
ator. He must rely less and less 
on costumes and props, and more 








To achieve this end, many of 
today's performers make use of 
female hormones to make the 
body assume more feminine con¬ 
tours. Some of the older female 
impersonators are shocked at 
this, and they consider it to de¬ 



tract from the art of impersona¬ 
ting a woman. They feel that the 
hormones are a crutch for the 
mimic to use, rather than to make 
the illusion with cosmetics and 
clothes. On the other hand, the 
impersonators who are taking the 


female hormones feel that they 
are fully dedicated to the art of 
looking as female as possible, 
while still remaining male. 

Other mimics may use silicone 
injections and plastic surgery to 
enhance their feminine appear- 
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ance, and there,too, the argu¬ 
ments continue as to whether 
this is really a boon to the art. 

When watching a mimic on 
stage, one can scarcely believe 
that these are really boys. Hours 
are spent on applying makeup, ad¬ 


justing wigs, getting into and out 
of costumes, and making sure 
that the props are ready when 
needed. The dressing room of a 
female impersonator troupe often 
looks like a disaster area, as the 
performers dash back and forth 


to the stage, often just barely 
making their cue. 

As a profession, female imper¬ 
sonation is not an easy living. 
Shows often last for an hour or 
longer, and occasionally, a troupe 
may have to put on two or three 






shows on one given night. By the 
time the last one is over, it may 
well be into the wee hours of the 
morning. The mimic usually gets 
to bed just as the sun is rising. 

Then, after a couple of hours 
of sleep, there's rehearsale, be¬ 
cause the routines must be con¬ 
stantly changed or reworked. 


These last until dinner and after¬ 
wards there are the costumes to 
tend to, the wigs to set, and the 
other important details that must 
constantly be tended to. 

The pay is often low, and the 
jobs are sometimes hard to come 
by. In the course of his career, 
the mimic may be carried far 



from home and friends, to un¬ 
familiar places, and an endless 
succession of cheap hotels. Lone¬ 
liness is one of the mimic's trav¬ 
eling companions. 

Why, then, do these people 
continue to perform? As any 
other entertainer will tell you, 
the most important element is 
the applause. This is often the 
source of an entertain's entertainer's 
strength and reinforcement. When 
the applause starts to fade, then 
it's time to move on to something 
else. 

But out there in the dazzle 
thfe bright lights and in front of 
an audience, the mimic is in his 
element. He suspends reality for 
a period of time and the audience 
is spellbound by his illusions. He 
shows them that anything is poss¬ 
ible. A man can even appear to 
be a lovely woman. 

And when the lights have dim¬ 
med, and the audience has gone 
back to friends and family, the 
impersonator slowly wipes away 
his makeup, as illusion gives way 
to lonely, harsh reality. 






















The night of the Drag Ball approached, and I was worried 
to a frenzy. This was going to mark my debut into the 
world of transvestism. For years, I had dressed up in frilly 
lingerie in the privacy of my own home, and I even wore it 
under my male street clothes at times. But I never ventured 
out into public dressed as a woman because of the feat of 
being caught and arrested. 

But one day last week I read in the paper that there was 
going to be a Halloween ball at a hotel here in the city. 

From what I heard about these affairs, they attracted a 
sizeable number of transvestites and drag queens,some of 
whom came out in public only for this annual occasion. For 
a couple of days, I debated whether to go. 

It was a hard decision to make, but I figured that you 
live only once, and you might as well enjoy it as much as 
you can. So with this attitude in mind, I made plans for 
the affair. 

First, I had to get together all of the clothes. The lingerie 
was no problem, because I had already accumulated a size¬ 
able number of panties, bras, girdles, slips and other as¬ 
sorted dainties. 

My biggest expense was going to be a wig. Summoning up 
all my courage, I went into one of the small wig boutiques 
early one afternoon. There were other ladies in the shop, so 
when the saleslady asked if she could help me, I told her 
quietly that I was looking for a not-too-expensive wig. I 
think she noticed my embarrassment, so she took me by the 
hand and led me into a back room. 

"I could tell that you were a bit embarrassed out there," 
she said, motioning me over to a chair in front of a mirror. 
"We have a lot of male customers, so we keep this room 
back here especially so that they can try on different wigs 
without fear or embarrassment." 

I was taken aback by this revelation. Apparently, there 
were a lot of other buys in the world just like me. I felt a 
lot more at ease. 

"What color and style were you interested in?" her ques¬ 
tion broke my thoughts. 

"I'm not too sure," I admitted. "What do you think?" 
"Well, with the size and shape of your face, and your skin 
texture and eye color, I would recommend that you try a 
long chestnut brown wig," she replied, looking at my face 
critically. 

I nodded my agreement, and she disappeared into the 
shop, and returned a short time later with a long, brown 
hairpiece in her hands. Expertly, she fitted it so that it was 
properly on my head. She then combed it a bit, and straight¬ 
ened the loose ends so that it was all neatly in place. It was 
a capless wig, and it felt as though I had nothing on my head. 

Looking in the mirror, I was stunned to see myself. The 
wig made all the difference in the world, transforming an 
ordinary-looking man into a bewitching feminine creature. 

Her voice broke into my reverie: "I can see that you like 
it," she smiled at me. 

"Yes, I think that it's beautiful," I agreed. 

"Are you getting it for the Halloween Ball?" 

"Yes," I replied, surprised. 

"Don't look so shocked. You're not the only guy who. 
has come in here for a wig to wear to that ball." Turning to 
look at my reflection in the mirror, she continued: "But 
I think that you're a far prettier girl than most of them." 


I started to blush at that compliment, coming from such 
a lovely young woman. "Thank you," was the only reply I 
could manage. 

"My name is Jennifer," she said, removing the cap from 
my head. I was sorry to take it off. 

"I'm Roger." 

"Pleased to meet you, Roger," she smiled. "But what's 
your femme name?" 

"I hadn't even thought of one," I sheepishly replied. 

"Well, why don't we think about it over dinner?" she 
boldly suggested. This young beauty was full of surprises. 

"That would be nice. When can I pick you up?" was my 
eager reply. 

"Well, the shop closes at about 6 p.m. You can come 
back then. I'll wash your wig and set it, and you can pick 
it up then, too." 

I paid her and left the shop, a much happier person. 

I spent the rest of the afternoon picking up the oods and 
ends that I would need for the affair. At a local drug store, 

I bought some makeup that looked right for my skin color 
and some eyeliner, mascara, rouge, lipstick, and fingernail 
polish. I had never used some of these things, and I was 
amazed at how much money women spend on cosmetics. 

I guess that's the price you have to pay to be beautiful. 

I made it back to the shop at closing time and, sure enough, 
Jennifer had just finished drying and setting my wig. She 
greeted me with a smile, and soon we were off to her favor¬ 
ite restaurant. 

We talked all through dinner about my being a TV, and 
Jennifer explained that she was not really a lesbian, but she 










wa$ attracted to the more feminine men. She offered to help 
me get ready for the ball by taking me shopping the next 
day, and helping me to pick out a gown and accessories. 

I eagerly agreed, and the next afternoon found us walking 
around the ladies' formal wear section of one of the local 
department stores. 

"Which one do you like?" she queried, as we walked along 
a rack of long gowns. 

"It's hard to say, there are so many," I answered. 

I did find a nice evening gown that was gold in color and 
had think shoulder stras 

had thin shoulder straps. It plunged deep in the front to 
reveal most of the bustline. I fell in love with it at first 
sight. 

"I think that you are probably about a size 15," she 
mused. 

Fortunately, that was the size of the gqwn I liked so 
much. Jennifer took it from the rack and disappeared into 
the fitting room with it. She returned with it a short time 
later. 

"I think that it will look good on you," she said enthu¬ 
siastically. 

I paid the saleslady, who obviously thought the gown was 
intended for the pretty Jennifer. We left, and made our 
way to the ladies' shoe department. On the way, she asked 
me what my male shoe size was. When I told her, she 
thought for a minute, and translated that into a women's 
size. 

We looked around the shoe department for awhile, when 
I spotted a beautiful pair of high-heeled, gold evening slip¬ 
pers. I liked them immediately, and Jennifer agreed that 
they would go nicely with the gown. We also found a hand¬ 
bag that matched the shoes, and so I was all set for the big 
evening. 

I was about to ask Jennifer where she wanted to go next,* 
and she quickly replied that she had to do some personal 
shopping, without me. I felt hurt, and when she saw that, 
she hastily added that I probably would not be interested 
anyway. 

She did invite me to dinner at her place and, again, my 
spirits soared as I accepted enthusiastically. Giving me the 
directions quickly, she told me to be there at eight p.m. and 
disappeared into the crowd. 

I was always prompt, and at exactly the right time, I was 
knocking on her door. When she answered it, I almost 
flipped. She was wearing a long, see-through black evening 
gown that reached to/the floor, revealing her naked, lush 
body underneath. I liked the gown, and I really enjoyed 
looking at what was under it. 

We sat down toa a romantic, candlelit dinner. The food 
was great, but I hardly noticed, because I was so intently 
staring at Jennifer's voluptuous body. She seemed to be 
enjoying all the attention I was paying her. 

When we had finished, she told me that she was going to 
clear off the table and that there was a surprise for me in 
the upstairs bedroom. I was to go up and wait for her. 

I climbed the stairs to her room and, when I got to the 
doorway? I saw the identical black nightgown lying on her 
bed. On it was a small tag. It read: "To'Regina,'my fav¬ 
orite girl-boy, love Jennifer." I was so happy, I almost cried. 

Jennifer's voice rang out from downstairs. "How do you 
like it? At least now you know what personal shopping I 


did today. Try it on, I think it should fit." 

I could hardly get out of my male clothes fast enough and 
soon I was standing in front of the mirror, admiring my¬ 
self. I heard Jennifer's voice behind me. 

"You look lovely in it, honey," she said, with a gleam in 
her eye. 

I walked across the room to thank her with a kiss. Our 
lips met and parted, and soon we were exploring the moist 
depths of each other's mouths, moving our tongues against 
each other in mounting passion. 

Without breaking our embrace, Jennifer led me to the 
bed, and we tumbled down on it. Our nylon-clad bodies 
sliding against each other sent rockets of pleasure through 
me. Before too long, I had a massive hard on. 

Jennifer noticed my condition and she suggested that we 
make love the way two women would. With that, she leaned 
forward, pushing me on my back. She straddled my should¬ 
ers, with her pussy staring me right in my face. 

Her nightgown fell around my head, enclosing me like a 
tent. Through the dim light that filtered through, I could 
see the soft mound of her.pubic hair, and her pouting lips. 
She lowered herself to my face, and my tongue instinctively 
began to explore her moist slit. 

I found her clitoris and began to flick it with my tongue. 
When I wrapped my lips around it and gently began to suck, 

I could feel it swell and pulse. She became moister and 
moister and my mouth hungrily encased her pussy and 
licked deep inside her crack? I could feel her climax with 
my tongue, as I drove it as deep into her as possible. She 
moaned and squirmed, as her love juices flowed into my 
mouth. 





I was so busy that I scarcely noticed that she was busy 
working my stiff cock with her mouth. She glided it be¬ 
tween her moist lips, softly caressing it with her tongue as 
she glided up and down on it. With her own climax ap¬ 
proaching, she quickened her movements, gobbling my dick 
faster and deeper, until I was sure that it was going all the 
way down her throat. When I exploded in her, I let out a 
low moan. She sucked every drop of my thick cum from 
my stiff dick. 

We fell into each other's arms, exhausted, and slept the 
night away in our matching evening gowns. 

After that, Jennifer and I spent almost every day to¬ 
gether. Each time, she would spend some time showing 
me how to apply makeup and look and act more feminine. 

I was an eager pupil, and before long, I had no problem in 
transforming myself into a pretty girl. 

We made love many times after that first night, always 
orally. That is the way Jennifer preferred to and, since she 
was so good at it, I had no complaints. 

Finally, the night of the ball came around. I showered 
and shaved my entire body, to make sure that I looked as 
soft and feminine as possible. I dusted my body with some 
perfumed powder, and started to dress. 

When I was satisfied that my pantyhose were on right, I 
struggled into an equally tight panty girdle. It was made 
with special padding aroundmmy hips and fanny, to make 
up for my lack of curves in that area. It also helped to keep 
my penis out of sight. 

Next, I put on a bra that was also especially made to give 
the illusion of curves that I really didn't have. It was pad¬ 
ded underneath each cup, and was very tight, pushing all 
my available flesh up to resemble a cleavage. When it was 
in place, you would swear that I had a nice set of tits-even 
under close observation. 

I took the gown off the hanger, and glided it over my 
head and into place. I had a hard time trying to zip it up 
the back, but with enough patience, I finally got it. 

Sitting down at my bureau, I applied the makeup the 
way I had been practicing all week, but the excitement 
caused me to mess up the eyeliner. I had to do it a couple 
of times before I had it right. 

Next, I put my long brown wig on. When I had it pinned 
down in place, I combed out the few tanbles that remained. 
The hair fell neatly to my shoulders, and it felt delicious 
as it gently brushed against my shoujders and neck every 
time I turned my head. 

I slipped into the high-heeled slippers, and I was ready. 

The whole job took a couple of hours, but when I looked 
into the mirror and saw that lovely woman staring back at 
me, I knew that I had done well. 

While I was admiring myself in the mirror, Jennifer 
knocked on the door and I let her in. She looked beautiful 
in her long gown made of black satin, and it shimmered as 
she moved. We modeled for each other, and I had to admit 
that we looked like a stunning pair of girls. 

Jennifer drove us to the ball. We went in and started 
mingling with the crowd. I never saw so many beautiful 
queens before in my whole life. They were impeccably 
attired, with elaborate costumes, and hairdos to match. 

For awhile, we drifted around, drinking, and occasionally 
dancing with each other. I was surprised at the number of 
straight couples there. Most of them were in costume be¬ 
cause, after all, this was Halloween. 






I first put on a pair of lace panties, that were bikini-styled, 
and held my organ firmly between my legs and out of sight. 
Next, I glided myself into a pair of sheer pantyhose that 
felt delicate as they tightly encased my legs. 

While we were walking around, Jennifer spotted a couple 
who were friends of hers. He was dressed as Napoleon and 
she was made up to look like Marie Antoinette. They were 
both very attractive, and made a stunning couple. 

Jennifer walked over to say hello, and introduced us. I 
complimented them on their costumes and, while we were 
talking, I noticed that Bob could not take his eyes off me. 

I was feeling a bit embarrassed, and I let my eyelids drop 
seductively. His wife’s name was Betty, and she and Jen¬ 
nifer were already holding an intimate conversation. 

Bob suggested that we dance, and led me onto the dance 
floor. I had never danced with a man before, but I must 
admit that I enjoyed being led around the floor. Bob was 
a really good dancer, and I felt comfortable in his arms. 

Once, I looked over Bob's shoulder and noticed that 
Betty and Jennifer were dancing together rather closely on 
the other side of the ballroom. I couldn't help but wonder 
what type of relationship these three people had. 

Soon the band stopped playing, and we all got together 
over drinks. I was having a tremendous time, and was 
sorry to see the evening draw to a close. Bob suggested 
that we all go over to their place after the ball for a night¬ 
cap. Jennifer quickly agreed and it was all right with me, 
so we were soon off on our way to their home in the 
suburbs. 

They got there before Jen and I, so, when we knocked on 
the door, they were already out of their costumes and were 
each wearing his and hers matching terrycloth robes. They 
invited us into their plushly carpeted, sunken living room. 

Bob poured us drinks, and we all sat around, talking about 
the ball. I told them that I really had a good time, and it 
was nice to be a girl, even if it was only for an evening. 

Betty put some soft music on the stereo, and she started 
to dance with Jennifer. As they moved together across the 
living room floor, I could see that their hands were busy 
fondling each other's breasts and rear ends. I was getting 
turned on watching them and I think that Bob was, too. 

Soon, I felt Bob's arm slip around my shoulder, and pull 
me to him. I snuggled a little closer to him and, together, 
we watched the girls dance around. Soon Bob's hands were 
fondling my false breasts, but I found myself responding as 
if they were real. I let my hand rest on his thigh, and he 
began stroking the long hair of my wig. 

He pulled me closer to him and kissed me on the mouth. 

I had never been kissed by a man before, but it felt good. 

My lips yielded to his tongue, and I allowed him to explore 
the deep crevices of my mouth. Bob's hands were busy 
stroking my thigh, as he inched the gown slowly up my 
leg. He slipped his hand under my gown, and began car¬ 
essing my nylon clad thigh with his hands. We continued 
our passionate embraces and soon I felt his hand rubbing 
against my imprisoned penis. It was responding, and 
strained at the panty girdle. 

Bob leaned me back on the floor and boldly and quickly 
pulled the restricting girdle off me. Raising my gown upto 
my waist, he pulled the top of my pantyhose down and the 
bikini panties soon followed. Freed from its imprisonment, 
and in a state of excitement, my cock jumped to attention. 
Bob gently fondled it with his hands until it was fully rigid. 

I noticed that Bob had an immense hard-on jutting from 
the front of his robe, and I playfully gave it a gentle squeeze. 





Bob leaned forward and took my turgid dick between his 
lips and slid down on it, until it was fully enveloped by his 
mouth. He continued to stroke it with his lips and tongue 
in a slow, steady rhythm. 

For awhile, I continued to rub Bob's dick with my hand, 
and then I succumbed to the urge to suck on it. It was 
long and hard, and I let it slide slowly into my mouth. I 
pursed my lips around it and began sucking it, and rolling 
my tongue around it. It was hot and hard, and I took every 
inch of it into me. 

Soon I could feel my explosion coming. Letting out a 
moan, I felt my cock jump wildly in Bob's mouth. He 
wrapped his lips tightly around the pulsing meat, and swal¬ 
lowed every drop of my thick, hot cream. When I was spent. 
Bob released my limp dick and pulled his cock out of my 
mouth. I was really disappointed that I had not been able 
to make him cum, but Bob told me not to worry. 

He maneuvered me until I was kneeling on my hands and 
knees on the floor, with my prim little butt sticking up in 
the air. Bob knelt behind me, and I was keenly aware of 
his dick pressing urgently against the tiny rosebud of my 
asshole. 

With a quick, steady shove, I felt the head of his engorg¬ 
ed dick pop into me, and the shaft began to glide into the 
virginal opening. It hurt pretty bad, but the longer he was 
in me, the easier it was for me to relax. Bob started an easy 
in and out motion, and I could feel myself rapidly becom¬ 
ing aroused again. 

We were so busy with each other that we didn't even no¬ 
tice that Jennifer and Betty had removed all their clothes, 
and were sucking each other at the other end of the living 
room. When they had finished playing with each other, 
they joined Bob and me. 

Jennifer removed the gown from me, pulling it completely 
over my head. I was now clad only in my undies, as Bob 
continued his steady movements in and out of my ass. 

Betty laid on the floor, moving under me and spreading 
her legs. With her free hand, she began to massage my balls 
and quickly brought my dick back to life. When it was 
stiff, she glided it in between her legs, and into the soft, 
moist opening of her cunt. I was now in the middle of a 
sandwich. Bob was humping me from the rear, and I was 
plunging into Betty's pussy at the same time. 

Meanwhile, Jennifer squatted over Betty's face and Betty 
began tonguing her pussy while I screws her. We rode to¬ 
gether to ecstasy in this mini-orgy. All of a sudden, it 
seemed as if everybody was cumming at the same time, 
felt Bob erupt into my ass, sending a searing hot liquid 
deep inside me. 

I continued thrusting into Betty with all my might, and 
soon I felt her pussy throb around my rigid cock as she had 
her own orgasm. Jennifer's moans told me that Betty's 
tongue was workihg its own magic, and finally I could hold 
back no longer, and came into Betty, spilling spurt after 
spurt of the hot sticky substance into her sopping wet cunt. 

Exhausted, we rested most of the night. Finally, I started 
to pull myself together. I touched up my makeup, straight¬ 
ened my wig, and got back into the gown. Jennifer dressed 
herself, and as the sun was rising in the eastern sky, we part¬ 
ed company, and were off for home. 

When I dress now, my thoughts invariably go back to that 
night and all the fun I had at the drag ball, and my thoughts 
drift to Bob and Betty. Jennifer and I see them a lot, and 
we are already looking forward to doing it again next year. 









































When we get home at night, we can hardly wait to 
get out of our stockings and undies, and jump into 
bed together. 




















unnoticed down the streets will be the day the 
battle has been won. 

Unfortunately, TVs have always been lumped to¬ 
gether with the homosexuals, the child molesters, 
the necrophiliacs, the sadists, the masochists, and a 
whole slew of other so-called "perversions." What 
most people did not realize was that the TV is an 
individual, and as such, could be straight, gay or 
bisexual. Being a TV implies only one thing—that 
the person likes to wear the clothing of the oppo¬ 
site sex. With such a working definition, in the 
strictest sense, any woman wearing pants could be 
considered a transvestite. 

So you can see that labels actually describe very 
little about a person, but unfortunately, society 
relies heavily on such labels to classify everyone. 

Also unfortunately, many of these labels have 
been used by the medical profession to classify 
TVs as sexual perverts, who need to be "cured" of 
such neuroses. Psychiatry has been almost totally 


ineffective in dealing with TVs. They cannot stop 
a person from cross-dressing, they can only help 
him to accept it. Too bad that society can't be 
made to accept it, too! 

Many TVs have suffered from depression and 
nervous breakdowns because society and the med¬ 
ical profession have viewed transvestism as a men¬ 
tal sickness. Society is slowly beginning to real¬ 
ize that a person's behavior might fall outside of 
society's norms, but as long as a person doesn't 
hurt another by his actions, he should be tolerated. 

Thereforp, fewer and fewer transvestites are grac¬ 
ing the offices of psychiatrists, looking to be cured. 
Instead, they are coming to terms with themselves 
and are so much the better off for it. 

The young TVs today are already in the fore¬ 
front in the fight for equal rights. These young 
people have grown up in’an enlightened, freer age, 
and tend to accept others for what they are inside, 
rather than relying on labels imposed upon them. 






Young TVs are freer in admitting their transvest¬ 
ism, partly because of the impetuous bravery of 
youth, and partly because they have no position or 
status in society that they fear to lose should they 
"come out." 

Also, more young women today are familiar with 
transvestism, and are not shocked when their hus¬ 
bands and boyfriends admit to being a TV. Ten 
years ago, such things usually led to a bitter split 
between the couple. Today, the girl is more likely 
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to at least show an understanding of the subject, 
which is the first step in accepting the person. 

More young women today are rejecting the trad¬ 
itional, machismo, stereotype of masculinity. In¬ 
stead, they are looking for sensitivity and other 
"feminine" traits in their men. Transvestites are 
often such sensitive creatures, and many happy 
modern marriages have actually benefitted from 
transvestism. 

Legally, transvestism is in a confused state. In 
some places, there are no laws prohibiting a per¬ 
son from wearing the clothing of the opposite sex. 
Howev er, TVs are often picked up under such gen¬ 
eral statutes such as disturbing the peace. Many 
times the charge is dropped, but by then, the TV 
has already been embarrassed, and his record may 
remain on the books as a constant source of troub- 
le. 

In other places, there are laws which prohibit a 
person from cross-dressing for purposes of commit- 
ing a crime. In such places, people are picked up 
for suspicion, hassled and then released, usually 
with a warning not to do it again. 

However, there are a few places where the law ex¬ 
plicitly upholds the right of an individual to wear 
whatever he pleases. Such places are rare, but many 
TVs have moved into these areas rather than try to 
change the law in their cities. 

Many civil rights organizations have expressed a 
desire to help the TV challenge unjust laws, but 
many TVs are unaware that there are any people 
out there to stand behind them. There are people 
who are eager to help, We need only to ask them 
and then to support their efforts. 

Undoubtedly, now is the time for the TV to come 
out of his closet. He may meet with some ridicule 
and harassment, but he will enlighten the public to 
the presence of transvestites. That is a necessary 
step in winning acceptance for ourselves. 

These changes will come about slowly, and it will 
take a lot of patience and courage, but eventually 
the battle will be won. Some day, the stigma will 
be gone, and TVs will be able to rub elbows with 
others, being accepted as equals. 

We must be willing to join our TV sisters out on 
the streets, doing the thing that makes us all happy. 
If we can convey this feeling of happiness to the 
public, they may start to reconsider some of their 
opinjpns concerning us. After all, how bad can. 
transvestism be if it makes the person so happy? 

Now is the time to get into that sexy dress, the 
stockings and heels, some makeup and jewelry, 
and get out of the closet, if it's only a short walk 
around the block. If someone reads you, just smile 
and walk by. They may shake their heads in puz¬ 
zlement at first, but the more they think about it 
the more likely that they might understand, and 
understanding is really where it's at. 
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One of the most lavish events 
of the year is the Queen of Hearts 
Floral Costume Pageant, held in 
sunny California. The contest 
draws contestants from all over 
the country to compete in one of 
the many categories, such as the 
floral court, the men's costume 
competition, the most original 
costume, and the women s cos¬ 
tume competition. 

The women's costume compe¬ 
tition has traditionally been dom¬ 
inated by the drag contestants, 
who, with their elaborate cos¬ 
tumes, strut proudly down the 
aisle in front of the judges and 
the audience. Many of the gowns 
have floral arrangements that are 
as delicate as they are beautiful. 

•Judging of the costumes is done 
in several categories; points are 
given for the ''illusion" of the cre¬ 
ation, the presentation, and the 

originality of the costume. Allot 

the contestants walk down a long 
runway so the audience can get a 










good look at them and the judges 
can decide on winners. 

During the course of the even¬ 
ing, the audience also gets the 
chance to vote for their favorite 
contestant, who is given the 


"Queen of Our Hearts Award." 
The winner receives the favulous 
Queen's trophy, reigns over the 
following year's pageant, and en¬ 
ters the competition with the win 
ners of other categories for a trip 


to Europe. 

Competition among the drag en¬ 
trants is usually quite keen, with 
one contestant after another float¬ 
ing down the runway, each one 
trying to outdo all the others. 







This stiff competition is oneof the 
features that have made the 
Queen of Hearts Pageant one of 
the largest and best competitions 
for female impersonators. 

Immediately after the event is 
over, some contestants are already 
beginning to plan their costumes 
for the next year's event. This is 


clearly evident in the intricacies 
and originality of the gowns worn 
by these beautiful creatures. 

The audience of 1500 people is 
usually as extravagantly dressed 
as the contestants themselves. 
Businessmen in their tuxedos 
come with their dates, male or fe¬ 
male, dressed in floor-length 
gowns that float with layers of 
silks, sequins, feathers and velvet. 


Boas and fantastically textured 
stockings make their appearance 
among many of the younger peo¬ 
ple. 

The contestants' costumes range 
from the high society look to the 
simple, more modern, young girl 
fashions. There are always some 
far-out Hellenic-looking togas and 
long, Polynesian dresses. High 
hairdos and elaborate flowered 
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headdresses are the rule, along 
with long diamond earrings. 

The array of colors and the var¬ 
iety of fabrics that appear on the 
costumes are often worthy of the 
best Parisian couture's houses. One 
can only admire the creativity of 
the designers, and the loveliness of 
the boys wearing these creations. 

Coiffures usually run the entire 
gamut fi'om Afro to sleek, allur¬ 
ingly long tresses cascading in 
waves down bare backs, to wildly 
curled ringlets piled in regal styles. 

It is not unusual to see a green or 
orange wig to match the color of 
a contestant's gown and makeup. 

Everyone of the contestants 
who appear in the Queen of Hearts 
competition could easily be a win¬ 
ner at most of the best drag balls 
across the country. But, in this 
case, there can be only one win¬ 
ner when all is said and done. 

As the night passes by, contest¬ 
ant after contestant passes down 
the runway to display themselves 
to the critical judges. Each one 
is given close and expert scrutiny, 
and notations made and points a- 
warded. Meanwhile, the contest¬ 
ants nervously await the judges' 
decision. 

The prizes for the winner seem 
secondary to the pride that comes 
from being the winner. If nothing 
•was given as first prize, each love¬ 
ly girl would still be competing 
for the title of the "Queen of ' 
Hearts". There is a tremendous 
amount of prestige in the drag 
world that goes along with the 
winning of this competition. ‘ 

While the judges tabulate the 
votes, the contestants nervously 
pace about, each hoping that she 
will be the one chosen for the hon¬ 
or. Concentrations is clearly 
written on the faces of the judges 
as they make the difficult decis¬ 
ion as to who will receive the 
honor of being the winner. 

There are usually tears in the 
eyes of the winner when her 
name is announced. Her happi¬ 
ness is usually matched by the 
keen disappointment of the run¬ 
ners-up. Congratulations are 
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You might have seen me walking 
down the streets at night. I usually 
wear something very sexy, like a 
leather mini-dress, with high black 
leather boots. My long blond hair 
falls neatly past my shoulders, and my 
makeup is provocative, and very sexy. 

As you might have already guessed, I 
am a prostitute—not just like any 
other prostitute, though, because there 
is one vital difference—I am a male. 

As such, I cater to a very special type 
of man, and I am in great demand. 

I have been hustling for a couple of 
years now and one might ask how I got 
started in the business in the first 
place. Well, it's a long story, but I'll 
try to make it interesting. 

I was always a fern gay. When I was 
in school, everyone knew that I was a 
"queer," but that didn't bother me in 
the least. A lot of the boys made fun 
of me in front of each other, but when 
they were alone, a lot of them made 
passes at me. 

These were the boys who introduced 
me to gay sex, and I knew that I was 
happy when I had a boy's penis in my 
mouth or up my rear end. Before too 
long, I had made it with a number of 
the boys in high school, many of whom 
had girl friends! 

A couple of time, I was threatened 
by one of the boy's girl friends. She 
actually through that*! was going to 
steal her fella. In my most catty way, 

I told her that I was probably better 
in bed than she was, and that he really 
liked me better than he did her, any¬ 
way. Naturally, from then on, I be¬ 
came a hated enemy of most of the 
girls around the school. 

That never bothered me though, be¬ 


cause I never even cared that much 
for girls. Once, I met one that was 
reall.y kind of friendly to me. I guess 
that she must have thought I was cute 
or something. Anyway, I tried going 
to bed with her, but it was a dismal 
failure. When I saw that deep crack 
there, where I was supposed to put my 
penis, I was really scared, and repulsed 
at the sight of it. I couldn't even get 
my dick up! That turned out to be my 
first and last attempt at having sex 
with a female. 

I managed to drift through high 
school without too many problems, 
considering that I was the high school 
"fairy." I was kind of lonely, though, 
because onone of the kids there really 
understood me, or even liked me 
enough to be a good friend. When I 
graduated, I was really glad to be get¬ 
ting out of there. 

I decided to go to beauty school and 
become a hairdresser. Most of my 
teachers and almost all of the other 
male students there were gay. I was 
in my element. I made a lot of friends 
there, and a lot of us would hang out 
at the same bar after classes were over 
for the evening. 

I must have gone there for a couple 
of weeks, before I realized that every¬ 
one in there was homosexual. It was 
truly an exclusive gay bar. One thing 
bothered me though; if this was a bar 
for gays only, what were all those girls 
doing there? They were all over the 
place, drifting in en masse, mingling 
with the crowd and dancing, drinking, 
sitting on the customers' laps, and 
eventually leaving with some of the 
guys. 


Finally, I asked one of the kids there 
what the story was. I never saw any¬ 
one laugh so hard, but he managed to 
tell me that these were the drag queens, 
boys made up to look like girls, and 
that they came here to pick up men. 

I was fascinated, and I must have asked 
him a million questions. 

He could see that I was really inter¬ 
ested, and asked me if I had ever 
thought of doing that scene. I had to 
admit that I never knew such things 
existed, but the thought did appeal to 
me. He then called over to one of the 
queens that he obviously knew. Her 
name was Francine, and she was a tall, 
stunning redhead. She walked over in 
a sexy manner, swinging her ample hips. 

When she sat down at the table with 
us, my friend introduced us to each 
other, and said that I might be inter¬ 
ested in trying drag. I was a bit embar¬ 
rassed, but Francine allayed my fears 
with a friendly smile. 

I left with Francine that night, and 
since I had the next couple of days 
off from school, I stayed overnight, 
and the next morning we started on the 
task of making me look like a girl. 

When I awoke in the morning, I was 
told to take a warm bath, and shave 
off all the hair on my underarms and 
legs. This I did, and really enjoyed the 
soft, smooth feeling of my now-hair¬ 
less body. I dried myself off, and dust¬ 
ed myself with some perfumed talcum 
powder. I now smelled as good as I 
felt. 

After my bath, Francine took me 
over to her makeup table and started 
to work on my face. 

My eyebrows were too thick for a 
girl's, so, brandishing a pair of tweez- 















ers, she began to thin them out and 
shape them. It was a bit painful at 
first, but after a little while, I didn't 
seem to mind the pain at all. When 
she was finished, I looked into the mir¬ 
ror, and couldn't believe what I saw. 

My brows were almost pencil-thin, and 
highly arched to give them a definite 
feminine look. 

Then we started to try on clothes. 
First, she handed me a little leather 
garment that looked something like a 
jock strap. I put it on, and strapped it 
into place. Francine said that this gar¬ 
ment was meant to hide any traces of 
my male organ when I was dressed as 
a girl. When she had it all strapped into 
place, it snugly pulled my male organ 
between my legs. It was a bit uncom¬ 
fortable, but I didn't want the whole 
world to know that I was a male. 

Next came a sexy pantie in black 
lace. It felt so smooth and silky run¬ 
ning up my hairless thighs, that I al¬ 
most creamed right then and there. 
When it was in place, Francine brought 
over what looked like a four-inch 


thighs, I fastened them to the dang¬ 
ling garters, two on each leg. They 
pulled the stockings tightly against my 
legs, and it felt delicious as I walked 
and my nyloned thighs rubbed toget¬ 
her. 

Next came the dress. Francine se¬ 
lected a short, black and white flower¬ 
ed print dress, and slipped it over my 
head. When it was into place, she zip¬ 
ped me up the back. It was a new ex¬ 
perience to be walking around in a 
dress, but it felt great to feel so free 
and natural. 

Sitting me back down at her makeup 
table, Francine turned her attention to 
my face. She applied a liquid founda¬ 
tion and then a powder. She gently 
rubbed some rouge into my cheeks to 
give them a healthy blush. I held per¬ 
fectly still while she expertly applied 
false eyelashes and gJued them into 


piece of elastic, with a couple of 
straps dangling from it. She explained 
that it was a waist cincher, and then 
she put it on and hooked it around my 
back. It was so tight that I could hard¬ 
ly breathe. It did pull my waist in 
though, thereby accentuating the 
curve of my hips and buttocks. 

I was fitted with a bra then. It was 
also made of black lace, like the rest of 
the lingerie I was wearing, and it was 
cleverly padded so that it would take 
my available flesh and push it up to 
make it appear as though I had a tre¬ 
mendous cleavage. 

The stockings were.a bit harder to 
put on. They were made of filmy ny¬ 
lon, and were black. Francine showed 
me how to put them on and I did so 
very carefully, so as not to ruin them. 
When I had them all the way up my 






eyeliner. Then, with her finger, she 
rubbed eyeshadow onto my lids. She 
stepped back to admire her work for a 
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moment, and then returned to me 
with a hair brush. 

I had been growing my hair for a 
long time, and it was now donw to my 
shoulders. Francine teased some of it, 
and combed it back into place, and 
turned the ends of my hair up into a 
flip. When she was done with her 
work, she led me to a mirror, and had 
me see what she had done. 

I was dumbfounded! There, staring 
at me in the mirror was one of the 
most gorgeous girls I had ever seen. I 
could only mutter “wow" and Fran¬ 
cine agreed. 

That night, after giving me a lot of 
pointers on how to walk, talk, and 
act, we returned to the same bar. Fran¬ 
cine introduced me to some of the 
other queens, and some of them com¬ 
plimented me on my appearance, while 
others were just catty to me. I didn't 
care, because I knew that I looked as 
good as any of them. 

Then, Francine pointed out a man 
sitting at the far corner of the bar. 

She told me his name was Hart and 
that he paid pretty good for his sex, 
and that he had a thing for virgins. 

The thought of me being a virgin made 
me blush, but I was determined to try 
it. Francie led me over to where he 
was sitting and introduced me to him. 

I could tell by the look in his eyes 
that he was impressed, and he definite¬ 
ly liked what he saw. Francine excused 
herself and wished me luck. Hart 
bought us a couple of rounds of drinks 








and then suggested that we go over to 
his apartment. 

It was a nice place. He turned the 
stereo on, and started kissing me on 
the couch, his hand playing with my 
pseudo-breasts, his other hand roam¬ 
ing all over my body, finding the zip¬ 
per to my dress, and expertly undoing 
it. He helped me slip out of it while 
he was getting out of his own clothes. 

Hart was not one for a lot of prelim¬ 
inaries in his lovemaking, and he sim¬ 
ply made me bend over on the couch, 
while he stood behind me, spreading 
my nyloned legs apart by placing his 
legs between mine. He simply pulled 
my panties down to my thighs, and he 
was ready to have a go at it. 

I could feel his enormous dick push¬ 
ing at the entrance to my rear, and by 
applying steady pressure, he managed 
to pop the head in. Once he got that 
in, the rest was easy. His shaft filled 
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my ass, and he began pumping quickly 
in and out of me. The pain was bear¬ 
able, and I could tell by his moaning 
and groaning that he was enjoying 
himself and rapidly reaching the point 
of orgasm. 

When he erupted, I could feel hot 
spurts of cum flowing into my belly. 

I wished it would never stop, but it 
soon did, and Hart pulled his limp dick 
out of me. 




He handed me a $50 bill, and told 
me that I was really good. I thanked 
him, pulled up my panties, put my 
dress back on, and touched up my 
makeup. A couple of hours after I 
left, I was back into the bar. Francine 
greeted me, and she could tell by my 
smile that I had done all right. 

I eventually finished beauty school, 
but I continued hooking during the 
evenings. It was so profitable that I 
now have a sizeable wardrobe of wom¬ 
en's clothes and spend most of my 
time out on the streets hustling. 

Some day, my looks will face, and 
then I'll go back to hairdressing, but 
for now, hooking is my life, and I 
love it. 
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Drag 13 — 14 — each-3.00 

Mardi Gras’72-4.00 

Mardi Gras '73-4.00 


CIRCLE YOUR CHOICE 

Female Impersonator 

6—7—8— each-4.00 

Astounding Transvestite Tales 

1—3—4—5—6—each-3.50 

4.00 
3.50 
4.00 
3.50 
3.00 
2.00 
8.00 
6.00 
5.00 
3.50 


Mardi Gras ‘72 or '73- 

Transvestite Study- 

Drag Scene- 

Baby Doll- 

Adult Erotica- 

Image- 

Man Maid Doll- 

A Year Among The Girls— 


Changes 
Great Female Mimics- 


3rd class $.40 per mag.Insured....$.30....1 st class $1.00 per mag. 

For postage and handling 3rd class_3rd class insured_1st class- 

Amount Enclosed_ 
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NAME___ 

ADDRESS_CITY — 

ST ATE_ZIP_ 
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SIGN NAME_ AGE - 

You can reserve the next six issues of Female Impersonator bv forwarding 
$23 00 for 3rd class or $28.00 for 1st class $35.00 for overseas postage 
Add $.40 per magazine tor 3rd class or $.80 per magazine for 1st class postage. 
$ 35 additioral will insure 3rd class mail. Overseas $1.50 per magazine. 

If you wish a protected correspondence rr essage in F.l. the rate is 10 cents per 
word . . minimum 30 words, if you wish a picture with it $5.00 extra. Protected 
box numbers are used ai d we reserve the right to keep messages within legal 
limitations. 

NEPTUNE PRODUCTIONS P O BOX 360 
BELMAR.N J 077 1 9 


Female Impersonator Subscription 
$23.00 —3rd Class $28.00 —1st Class 


SheMale Subscription 6 issues 
$24.00 First Class 
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